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Yes, even now, this very room would be
seething with them! The Herries who were
here would be resenting his power, but resolving
to make use of it, and those who were not Herries
would be scorning him for a City merchant who
was pushing into Society. And yet the Herries
were as ancient and well-rooted a family as any
in England. But it was new, this pushing up-
wards of the merchant by power of his wealth,
this very Ball the symbol of the reluctant yielding
of the old world to the new.

Will would have no sense of any of this. She
realised, looking at his thin stiff body, marked with
the sharp horse-bones of the Herries, his eyes
lit with a cold, nevertheless animated pride, that
he could feel nothing but his success. He might
well be proud. Little more than a boy, he yet
had arrived at this power. But Judith felt that
in Christabel there was a real uneasiness. In an
ugly dress of a pale yellow, her hair done too
high for the present fashion, she seemed almost
to be expecting sneers and insults. Judith saw
that this evening had been both her proud ex-
pectation^ and anxious dread for months before.
She was in a state of nervous tension that might
lead to anything. And, in fact, at this time moods,
tempers, resentments, wild pleasures were very
near the surface. There was in the London of
that moment much social etiquette, but little
social control The world was turning over, and
everyone's foothold was a little insecure.
. Neither Will nor Christabel had at that
moment very much time for Judith, and after a